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Weyler is back in Havana. It is but

TRIUMPH the other day that he set forth in force

Q(jg.A|\| to dislodge the insurgents from theii

"strongholds in the mountains of Pinai

PATRIOTS. del Rio, inviting the world to look at
him -arhiip he wined Maceo from the

face of the earth and crushed the rebellion. Now he it

back in Havana, notwithstanding the injunctions from

Madrid to conquer or perish in the attempt. The CaptainGeneralcaused reports of victories to be sent out to the

world with each day of his advance, and possibly his retreatupon Havana may be advertised, with the help of

the censor, as a triumph of Spanish strategy. But the

people of Spain will not be satisfied with such victories.

To them Weyler's reappearance in the capital will seem

but little less eloquent of disaster than the capture of the

city by the insurgents. And that Is about what the judgmentwill be elsewhere. Weyler is a beaten man. He has

failed as signally as Campos did.
The patriots have won the right to be considered belligerents.They have proved their title as brave and selfrestrainedmen to fitness for self-government. They have

established a claim for help upon this Republic which the

American people recognize, but which the Cleveland Administrationdoes not. That Administration is made up

of lawyers, from the President down, who (jare more for

precedents and technicalities than they do for justice and

humanity. Always it will be a blot upon our history that

wa havp stood bv and permitted a decayed European

monarchy to wage for two years a barbarous and hopelesswar upon the people of an American island fighting
gallantly for freedom.

The end cannot be far off now. When Congress meets

there will be action. And the probability grows that the

Spanish Government will welcome the excuse of American

intervention to retire from a struggle which brings her no

profit and no honor. The probability grows that Spain
will, if necessary, go to the length of deliberately provokingintervention if it shall be much longer delayed.

The crisis in Cuban affairs has been reached.

Mr. Depew, we are told, has taken

DEPEi'V *° correcting history. The occasion
was his oration to the Vermont so-

vs
ciety, Z'oiu, f .e -'.Qlnt!' .

J

HISTORY. the fashion of the trained politician
who usually discovers that the greatgrandmotherof his wife's third cousin was born in the

town wherein he delivers his harangue, Mr. Depew cast

about for something pleasing to the local pride of his

auditors. He corrected history in their behalf. Not at

Lexington, he asserted, but at Westminster, now in the

State of Vermont, was the first patriot blood of the Revolutionshed. This was in 1774.
But perhaps history will in its turn correct uratoi

"^epew. The blood shed in the Boston massacre in 177(1

enerally esteemed to have been the blood of patriots.
'1 the farmers of North Carolina, "goaded," as ProTohnFiske writes, "by repeated acts of extortion

nlawful imprisonment, rose in rebellion" against
colonial Governor. Two hundred of the insurkilledin battle and six were hanged for trea/olutionseldom springs suddenly into being, and,

though remote, this pitched battle on the Cape Feai

River was more truiy me nrst oiuuu ut me noi agamoi

British authority than either the fight at Concord Bridge
Dr. Depew's skirmish at Westminster.

In a sermon delivered last Sunday,
A TIMELY CALL which was not marked by excessive

/ -j-Q warmth of sympathy for the sheep in

the hands of the shearer, the Rev. R.

CONSCIENCE Heber Newton said a very true and

very timely thing. "We need," he observed,"a social conscience quick to pass judgment upon

real wrongs".wrongs, tnat is, sunereu oy me many iu mt

profit of the few. It Is a sign of coming disturbance thai

such social conscience as we have finds almost its faintest

voice in the kind of pulpit which fs seen from pews thai

are occupied by wealth and respectability. Selfishness

which habitually assumes that what is good for it mus1

be equally good for everybody else is the enemy of patriotism,sound morals and enlightened citizenship. And that
sort of selfishness is the most noticeable weakness of the

rich and comfortable brethren who support fashionable

preachers. The selfishness and the self-righteousness thai

hold aloft the individual money safe, solemnly calling the

while on all the less fortunate to bow before it as the arh

of the covenant in which is enshrined the national honorthatis a familiar sight 4n American politics.
It is well that Brother Newton should call for a quick-'"*i 3 i 4-SJ

ening 01 me social conscience, a.nu it wuuu t>c ucttci u

others of the well-placed preachers of the Gospel of the

Carpenter of Nazareth were to join him In the call. There

Is no class among us who stand in greater need of sucl

preaching than those who modestly take It for grantee
that to themselves Heaven has bequeathed the earth anc

the fulness thereof.

Some sensitive citizens who wished

INGRATITUDE it to be understood that when the>

^
rallied to the defence of the appreciatinggold dollar and their profits

GREAT MAN. they were really on fire with a holj
devotion to the national honor, fine

themselves distressed now because Mr. Mark Hanna is going
about with the air of a victor and manifesting a dispositionto have a good deal to say about affairs of state. Mr

Hanna, they complain, is an unpleasant person, a gross

man, one of the vulgar rich, a mere boss and corruptionist
He grates on the feelings of the refined, and they murmui

that so far from having won the fight for respectability
and no curtailment of the privileges of the plutocracy, h<

really was a detriment to the inspiring cause. Major Mc

Kinley is requested to please tell Mr. Hanna not to obtrudt
his objectionable personality at this time or later.

In his expansive, not to say coarse, manner Mr. Hanna
will smile at these sensitive ones, who are nearly all gentlemenformerly connected with the Democratic party
If minded to be malicious, he could pause to inquire why
they have waited till after the election to make knowr

XI--t i ~ P V» ? W* TU 1 f rrrV»£»v> VnCk jc + r\r\r
Llieir UJSappj*OV<il Ui Willi. J- licjf ivtryt ouciit vv ucn j.*v. »cv^vrv.

in the forefront of the battle, gallantly holding aloft his

contribution box and calling on the trusts, the syndicates
the bond combines and all true patriots to come on witi
their money. They kept silent during all the months thai

llr. Hanna as chairman of the Republican National Committeedirected the Republican campaign and larded the

earth with cash. It is true that in politics as in war there
are services of which parties are glad to take advantage,
but which they are prudently loath to acknowledge; still

Air. Hanna can hardly be expected to sympathize with

those who take that view of his persistent, energetic anc

fruitful work in behalf of himself. Major McKinley and
of course, the national honor.

The objectors may as well make up their minds tc
the large fact that Mark Kanna is a power in the land.

He has been publicly thanked 4>y the President-elect for
his skilful generalship and unremitting exertions. If he
cares to enter the Cabinet, the door will be held wide open
for him. He is spoken of for Secretary of the Treasury,
and there is evident a popular appreciation of the fitness
of things in the custodian of the campaign treasure chest
becoming the occupant of this high post. Mr. Hanna has
earned the gratitude of hfs candidate and of his party.
Bolting Democrats, Mugwumps and other gentlemen who
spnnKie tneir consciences with rose water between campaigns,and lay them away for a rest when campaigns are

over, may strike with ^heir dissenting feathers as hard as

they please, but their striking will net avail. Mr. Hanna
is on top.

The latest recruit to the ranks of the
AN women of ill-fame whom Pulitzer hires to
. n write for the World, calls herself Maria

AoTUUNDING Livingstone rte Peyster. And a mighty bad

OUTRAGE lot she appears to be..New York Sun.
A more infamous paragraph than

that never appeared in an American newspaper. It is

cowardly, indecent and utterly indefensible. Mr. Dana
should be ashamed of himself hardened as he is in the

practice of flinging insults right and left. The Sun has
by prescription come to hold the place of common scold
among the newspapers of New York, and nobody minds
its ordinary railing. The World and every other journal
that incenses air. Dana by being more successful than
the Sun has learned to expect an occasional handful of
jealous mud. That is nothing, Men who have beaten air.
Dana in his own field have come to tolerate in pity his
angry and bitter outcries. But women should be safe,
even at Charles A. Dana's hands, from the last foul affront
that can be offered their sex. None but a blackguard
would offer it under any provocation, and none but a

malignant ruffian think of it as a means of reprisal on a

business rival who has gone ahead in the race. Who the
w*riter for the World is that has been named by the Sun,
and what she has written, we do not knuw, but we are

quite sure that Mr. Pulitzer would print nothing a hundredthpart so vile as Mr. Dana permitted himself to write
when he penned the atrocious paragraph quoted. We do
know, however, that among- the World's contributors are

women of as high character as any alive. Yet are they
all befouled that Mr. Dana avenge himself on a competitorto whom his own inferiority as the publisher of a

newspaper has beer, demonstrated.
Climb your t£^e and be the Yahoo of journalism if you

will, Mr. Dan^, but reserve your filth for men. Let women

alone.

L We doubt whether the eloquent pasGOVERNMENTtor of Plymouth Church can wholly

gy overturn the Declaration of Independence.or,indeed, that he wishes to.
CONSENT. When he denies the theory which Jeffersonlearned from Rousseau, that

government depends on the consent of the governed, he
after all only raises the question of how "consent" shall
be defined. And when from Carlyle.that same Carlyle
who employs "quackocracy" as a synonyme for democracy.
he quotes, "We want a better ward than rights; we want
duty," definition is again needed. Indeed, all political phi.losophy is mainly a matter of definition.

There was doubtless, as Dr. Abbott suggests, seeming
negation of the principle of the consent of the governed
In the suppression of the Confederacy and the dispersion
of the strikers at Chicago. So, too, was there in Andrew
Jackson's annihilation of the nullifiers and in the forceful

quelling of the New York draft riots. So, equally, every'
time a policeman takes a lawbreaker to the lock-up. The
individual may not consent, the faction may resist, the
malcontents may offer battle, but in a democracy the
majority rules, and all who live under a democracy are

legally presumed to have consented to surrender some part
, of their individual liberties to the majority. In the heat of

the late political campaign an over-zealous partisan sought
to give practical application to Dr. Abbott's theory of the
downfall of the principle of consent by declaring that his
faction, if defeated, might not accept the rule of the vicL
tors, but he won only ridicule for his threat.

,
If duty, not rights, shall be the test of political action,

who shall define duty? The Tories of 1776 conceived their
duty to lie in loyal service of King George, and the name

of Tory has been detestable ever since. The secessionists
declared that their duty was to their States, not to the
nation, and it took four years for the majority of the
people of the United States to enforce another definition of
the word. The Chicago strikers held their duty to their

. fellow-workmen more imperative than their duty to the
State. Shall we go abroad fon examples? Where lies the
duty of the Cuban insurgents, and where their rights?
And do any patriotic Americans Justify Spain's effort to
give practical effect to the theory that government in
Cuba shall exist without the consent of the governed?

In amplifying his theory Dr. Abbott declares it not in.compatible with democracy or with the rule of the ma

jority. We vote, he thinks, and accept the will of the ma.jority because that is the simplest way of discovering
> eternal principles of righteousness. He accepts in its fulliest sense that vox-populi-vox-dei theory, and doubtless
1 echoes Benjamin rfarrison's pious ejaculation on the.occa[sion of victory, "The Lord did it!'*.an exclamation, by the

way, not repeated four years after. Indeed, the later addendumby which Plymouth's pastor explains his sermon
cppm Q nnlv fr* inrHr»atc» that w"hil<a 1 r\r>\r r*n

a means of discovering what the people will consent to, he
holds their results rather an expression of a divine, or at

any rate a fatalistic will.
If we abandon the basic principle of the Declaration of

1 Independence in simplest form, that of the expression of
; the majority being the consent of the people, we leave the

ship of democracy without keel or rudder. If we test all
by duty, we accept the watchword of despots; if by rights,

» the touchstone of revolutionists. Perhaps between the two
we may come unhappily to the conclusion of Cynic Car
lyle, that the mights of man rather than his duties or his

r rights are the vital thing in democratic philosophy.

T+ romolnoil fnr n PlilnafTA nonor tn HfcoATT/ti. tlwit IVfr

, was defeated because be opposed Clevelandlsm. This same

authority is compelled to ignore the robust anti-Cleveland assertionsIn the Republican platform in order to arrive safely at
this remarkable conclusion.

Mr. Piatt's Governor-elect is now engaged in giving the preliminaryexhibition of professed Independence which is the leading
j specialty In all the Piatt performances.

Before John Sherman secures a re-election to his present
official position he will be sure to obtain some valuable additions

1 for his book of recollections,
t

Brother Moody should not be too hard on the ministers of the

Gospel. He should give them an opportunity to recover from
their arduous campaign work.

It would be unfortunate for the country If It should turn out

, that Mr. McKlnley Is simply the drum-major of prosperity.

Now that the football games are over the minor details of our
' educational work may receive some attention.

, The ex anations of the naval officers who superintended the

constructs of the battleship Texas are also leaky.

Cossip from the
Gourt of St. James.

London, Nov. 14..In discussing the Castle
case the St. James's Gazette, unique in
continuing to criticise America long after
every other English newspaper has stopped
the practice, has this to say: "The curious
blend of childishness in the American characterIs shown by the emotion which the
Castle case has excited on the other side of
the Atlantic. If a lady or gentleman from
Birmingham or little Peddlington went on

tour to New, York, and the lady there developedsymptoms of kleptomania mitigated
by internal disorders, the British press and
public would probably not care much
whether the lady went to jail or not. But
then we in this prosaic country have not
just passed through the experience of a

landslide."
Forbes Winslow, who, In spite of his retiringdisposition, continually finds his opinionsin print, has had his say about the

Castle case in one of the newspupers. He
finds no fault with Mrs. Castle's plea of
kleptomania, because, he says, the disease
often seizes women, and that there is a

multitude of women afflicted with it in
England to-day. It does not attack men,
though boys sometimes catch it.

Consuelo as Most to the Prince.
The tremendous splurge of the Countess

of Castellane, or of the Gould millions,
in Paris last Spring, is now to be more

than matched by the superb fete which
consueio, uucness ot MariDorougn, is

arranging at Blenheim to take place on
the 27th of this month. What the Bleinhelmshow misses of the fairylike and
dreamy embellishments of the Castellane
mansion in Pails will be more than made
np by the presence of royalty and others
nearly equal In excluslveness. The young
Duke and Duchess were the only guests
invited to the Lord Mayor's banquet who
did not go, and the reason was said to be
the recent death of Mrs. W. H. Yanderbllt.
This sad event is not to cast its gloom any
further along the future. The splendid
Bleinheim event is to be Ifegun on the
23d, when the Prince and Princess of
Wales and their daughter, the Princess Victoria.,will begin their five-days' stay at
the Oxfordshire palace. As at present arrangedtheir Itoyal Highnesses will leave
Paddington by special train at 4:55, arrivingat Blenheim and Woodstock Station
at 6:40. A guard of honor will be formed
by the local Fire Brigade, and the royal
party will be driven at a walking pace
through the town. Triumphal arches will
be erected and Illuminated with thousandsof lights. On Wednesday night
there will be a grand torchlight procession
between the palace and the monument to
the Great Duke. A display of fireworks
on a large scale and an illuminated fancy
dress cycle parade will also form part of
the programme.
The house party, besides additions which

will be made later, will Include the Marquis
and Marchioness of Londonderry, Lady
Helen Stewart, the Earl and Countess of
Gosford, Viscount and Viscountess Curzon,
Lady Randolph Churchill, Lady Lilian
Spencer-Churchill, Sir Samuel and Lady SophiaScott, the Earl of Chesterfield, Mr.
and Mrs. Grenfell, Mr. G. Curzon, M. P.,
and Mrs. Curzon, Mr. Arthur Balfour, M.

P., and Mr. Ilenry Chaplin, M. P.
JULIAN RALPH.

A Sensational Item.
"Is any of these ducks wot cruises along

the front In the wake of items of Interest
moored In here?" inquired Bill Barnacle,
able seaman, as he poked his head into
the Ship News Office on the Battery.
William had been absorbing the cheap

but durable drinks of the water front,
which chemicals tended to heighten the
air of profound mystery pervading his
being. But at the same time he retained
that caution noticeable in some drunken
men who have valuable information to

dispense.
"My intellect Is down to the gunnels with

sensational" thoughts," he whispered, warn

Ingly. "Come here."
Three eminent Journalists, with palisade?

of pencils sticking out of their vest pock
ets, followed Mr. Barnaele, who walked
unsteadily to the outer end of a wharf five
blocks away. It could be nothing short ol
a gory cutting affray, or maybe a shang
haled sailor, the scribes thought, as Bit
rounded to behind a pile of onions In sacks
out of sight and sound of everything elst
save the sad sea waves.

"This here Is a beef-stealing e-pisode,"
Bill imparted in sr melodramatic wiusper,
"but I'm not to be logged nowise nor spoke
In tlie headgear."
"What does he say?" queried one of the

journalists, who had not been long on the
beat. "This Is all Siwnsh.to me."
"He doesn't want his name connected in

any way with the story," explained the
others. "Go on, Mr. Barnacle," they urged.
"Links Is the name of this party wot

stole the beef," continued William, with
his voice completely submerged, "and he
is likewise an nble seaman. Wont he be
took aback to see his e-pisode in print."
Mr. Barnacje gurgled Inwardly for six

minutes over fhe consternation of Mr. Links
on beholding himself in print.

"(Jot that down:" he resumed.
"Yes," said the journalists in chorus.

"What did he do with the beef?"
"Gives it to a widow lady".here Mr. Bar

nacle winked convulsively."a whole gunny
sack full there was also."
"What kind of beef did you say this

was?"
With unerring instinct the news sleuths

sighted or scented a romance ahead.
"Salt beef, and proper lirst-class ship's

horse at that. Y'ou see, Links broaches the
harness cask for'ard of the house on Sunday
afternoon and 1111s up a sack. Nobody
knowed who stole the beef, but when the
skipper coines aboard he follows the wake
of the thief, wilt was Links, by the brine
dribbling out of the sack and drying white
on the pavement. Before reaching the

I tlm sl'InnaF mauts f i.il.-s

limping painful and sore coming back.
" 'Take off them boots,' says tbe sklppei

to Links, 'for I'm in need of some circuni
stantial evidence bad.'
"Being meek spirited I,inks obeys, and hn

boots is found half full of salt, wat con
denms biui on the spot. Then %ays tilt
skipper to Links: 'You web-footed, wliaie
backed, billous-eved. niratical' "

"Where and when "did this all occur?"
one of the journalists ventured to ask.
"Lemme see," said Mr. Barnacle, inus

lngly. "It was in Cardiff, Wales, in the
Fall of 1874 or '75. Me and Links was
mates on the British bark Dirtysides, tak
ing In coals for this very port, when this
here crime.w'y,, blow me down, if thej
Hint slipped their cables!" gasped Bill, as

he suddenly discovered that he and the
onions were alone oil the wharl'.
"These item pirates is queer ducks, any

how," Mr. Barnacle muttered, as hf
lurched slowly inland. "Always busting
for fresh news, and wont stand by til
the story's spun. Xo more sensations dc
they get from me."

[ CHARLES DKYDEN.

THE LIST OF TO-NI
ACADEMT OF MUSIC - Two I.ittjo Vagrants (.
AMERICAN THEATRE . The Broken Melody (BIJOU. v My Friend Irorn India ?
BROADWAY T11EATRE. BHan Boiru >
BROADW A Y MUSfC U ALL, The Oeezer >
COLUMBUS THEATRE The East Stroke S
CASINO, Jack and the Beanstalk )
DALY'S, As Yon Like It (
KM Ft EE THEATRE, . Rosemary (
EDEN MU8EE World in Wax (
FIFTH AYE. THEATRE His Wife's Father )
GRAND OPERA HOUSE The Power ot the Press >
GARRICK THEATRE Secret Service )
GARDEN THEATRE, The Merchant of Venice S
HOYT'S THEATRE, A Florida Enchantment S
H AMM EPSTEIN'S OLYMPIA. Santa Maria <
HERALD SQUARE THEAT RE, The Mandarin '

COMEDY AND MELOI
TOL

WHO ran to catch me as I fell? Who
kissed the place to make It well?
Me mother.

I thought of the old verses as I sat at the

Academy of Music last night and watched
the first metropolitan performance of "Two
Little Vagrants," a play adapted from "Les
Deux Gosses" (not "Les Deux Grosses," as

the programme said) of the very energetic
M. Pierre Decourcelle. I pondered on their
wonderful potency as I;saw the noses of
women in the audience carmine themselves
at the buffetings received by poor little
Claude and Fan Fan. A large woman with

probably crowds of children at home sobbed
aloud when she was told that Fan Fan
stole to buy cod liver oil for Claude. There
were tears tor the wonaeriuuy realistic

make-up of the phthisical hoy. And when
Le Renard and Zephyrine knocked them
about the stage iu a manner that in this
country would have made Mr. Gerry stalk
well to tfce front, the agony was complete.
"Two Little Vagrants" is a play that

contains a great deal of genuine pathos,
and perhaps a great deal more of genuine
bathos. You are touched in the right spot
by the loyalty of two little boys, deserted
by their parents and brought up by a

couple of vulgar toughs. Your eyes moistenat the situations In which they are

placed, and at the manliness of their attitude.But M. Decourcelle undoes the
dramatic value of his work by the hilariousabsurdity of his adult characters and
by the grotesque and cheaply melodramaticme-mother business that he Introduces.A Frenchman can never be pa
thetic without dragging In his mother. As
soon as he wishes to emerge from the usual
labyrinths of clandestine intrigue and illicit
amour he rushes at his mother. It is a diseasewith' him. And it is not a new one,
In "Two Little Vagrants" you realize this
all the time, and you feel that an Americanor an English playwright might have
been easily as effective and less maudlin.
Yet when Claude and Fan Fan were on

the stage the audience was always inter-i
estea. it was Hard work, however, to
forget the dreadful.funny-dreadful.husband,who stormed and ravaged through the
first act, and who insisted upon believing
his wife guilty of improper behavior because.well,because she hadn't been to
see his mother. Nothing could convince
him of her fidelity, and "a husband's vengeance"was eminently ridiculous. His
baby son, sleeping in an adjoining .room,
had just been popper-ly caressed by him.
He had called him "My son! my baby!"
with infinite pathos. Yet the instant hebegan
to suspect his wife, the situation changed.
A burglar, about to exercise what the
reporters call his "nefarious trade," came

into the drawing room, and, quick as lightning,-the .yiudictlye_hus:biuid sei^d_ the
child and gave it to the burghir to take
away and bring up. After which he
promptly kicked his wife out of doors.
The wife was much more innocent than

the driven snow. She had been striving
to save his sister from a naughty
love ('1JIMIU1', 1U1U 1L lliiu UtM'Il

turned upon herself. It was all so Impossible,so Improbable, so inhuman anil
so exaggerated that you started upon the
real, pretty, cod liver oil sequel with a feelingof nausea. That this feeling was dissipatedas the play proceeded, and while
the husband and wife were off the scenes,
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"Wen I got tired o* strollln' I tuk a car

an', say, who should I meet but me old
frend de E.vetalian prints wot's de nephu
uv der king. Hello Mickey, he sez.

Hello prints, how are dey runnln' I sez.

| I'm keeplu' steady all along de line,
sezzee, Will ye dine wid me to-night? No,
sez I, havin' a date wld Liz, besides I alnt
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getsme growth. I'm too dellklt to do
deui stunts. Say, de prints is all rite, all
rite, he aiut a dood, an' I'm goin' to/send
him an invite t' de ball. '

1 "Dat reminds me dat I got t' dress fer
de ball. So I wont rite in you no more

dear diry, I'm-goin* to be flore managir tonightso wake me erly muther dear, fer tonightI walz at de Cherry Socials wid
* Liz.

Our Pernicious Breeding;.
i [Chicago Record.]

A woman lecturer has been warning mothers
~ .»«««* oiion-ino- nMlriren to read Mother Goose

stories, which she says are very "pernicious."
Now that the fact is known, it seems terrible
how many people have grown to maturity taint
ed by a childhood passed with the depraved

i tittle Miss Mufflt, the wicked Jack Hornfer and
i the vicious old lady who lived in a shoe.

Difttcnlt to Understand.
| [Detroit Tribune-1

If there is to be any reorganization of the

, Democratic party, it is difficult to understand
why the minority stockholders should expect to

be allowed to outline the plan.

GHT'S AMUSEMENTS.
®

H ARLEM OPERA HOtJSE. The Geisha
HUJiICR'S 14TH ST. MUSEUM, Vaudeville
KEITH'S. Continuous Performance
KOSTER ifc HI A1/9. Vnudeville
KNICKERBOCKER THEATRE, Sign ot tlie C oss

LYCEUM The Courtsliipof Lednie
ME TROPOLITAN OPEKA HOUSE Oram; OperaMURRAY HILL THEATRE, On BroadwayPALMER'S THEATRE Roorir.s Dirk A Co.
PEOPLE'S THEA TRE, The Turn ot the Tide
PASTOR'S THEATRE., Vaudeville
STAR THEATRE Myles Aroon
STANPARI) THEATRE, Vaudeville
THIRD AVE. THEATRE, Howard Athenwuni Co
TROCADERO, Vaudeville
14TH ST. THEATRE, . The Cherry Pickers

DRAMA
D BY ALAN DALE.
is n great tribute to the (left and human
method with which M. Deoourcelle dealt
with the two little vagrants.
One was the cast-off child to whom I have

already referred. The other was the
nephew, of the burglarious couple. The
real pathos is furnished by the children
themselves. It did not lurk iu the boisterouscruelty inflicted upon them by I.e
Itenard and Zephyrine. That was cheap.
There was also pathos in the departure of
Fan Fan, and the giving of Claude, the
wrong child, to the jealous father, who at
the close of Act II. has grown remorseful
and penitent. At the end of Act III., how-
ever, i again grew restive, f an ran, tne
real child of the divided couple, entered
his parents' house just by the merest
chance, and grew so preposterously good
that you lost Interest In him. As soon as
he had discovered that the good lady was

his own mommer his first thought was for
little Claude and for the disappointment
that this "gosse" would feel at the new

situation.
The recollection of the old home, the

torn album, the positiou of the bedroom in
which he had slept when a baby.all
brought to Fan Fan's mind at this touchingmoment.was Dickensonlan in its bathos.It reminded me of the man who burst
into tears when the clock struck ten, becausehe had once heard it strike ten in
childhood's happy days.
However, as I said before, pathos and

bathos struggle fiercely in "Two Little Vagrants"and pathos wins. The play will
probably be viewed by many mothers at
the Academy, and they will weep their
noses crimson and enlov themselves im-

mensely.
The boys wore admirably presented by

Minnie Dupree and Jessie Busiey. Both
these young women were marvellously good,
and though I preferred the honest, direct
sympathy of Miss Busiey to the whinlngand
made-up misery of Miss Dupree, that little
lady certainly made a great deal of her part.
The men were atrocious. Edward J. Itadcliffe,who is now nearly as wide as he Is
long.if he will pardon me for saying it.
made the part of the jealous husband even

more idiotic than M. Decourcelle intended it
to be. There was not a suggestion of truth
in anything he did. It was all stagey and
stereotyped. Why will Mr. Itadcliffe eat?
What right has he to eat and grow fat, and
then play heroic parts? I must recommend
him to bant, and bant as though he meant
it. Thomas Kingston was equally bad as

the lover of the refractory sister, and Giles
Shine played M. St. Henri with a rich,
creamy County Sligo accent. Dore Davidsonas the burglar has played funny Hebrew
roles so much that he can do nothing else.
As Be Itenard, he suggested the money
lender in "Humanity," and other parts.
*\Tlss AnuteTrfslY wa¥~ten7teir a hft'TTettgtitfuP
as me mother, and she refrained from wear-

ing a black (lress when she was turned out

of doors. Miss Frances Gaunt wa$ also

quite successful.
I'm sorry to see "Two Little Vagrants"

announced as a rival play to "The Two
Orphans." 1 That much hackneyed drama alwayssuggests to me a horrid picture of

Kate Claxton giving her millionth performanceon the one-night stands. I don't

want to think of Miss Dupree and Miss

Busley growing ancient In the service of

"Two Little Vagrants."

OW KID'S DIARY.
UESDAY.It wuz ralnln', an' de goat had

a tin can in his bread-baskit n ot didn't

agree wid him, so I spent de day quit. ;

it wuz goin' t' rain as soon as I got out o'
se I didn't have mt reg'lar appytite. All I et

:fest wuz a cup o' koffy an' a stake an' peresidessome donu ts an' two fried eggs an*
tidy wot Liz gave nie, an' I guess me liver
kin. Say, dat's a good riddle, why is me

e Mr. Maloney 'cause it aint workin', an'
11 give it t' de Journal, only Mr. Maloney
irk 'cause he's waltln' fer trial.
led me new tipeiiter, an' say! it's a

All ye got t' do Is t' press a dinky button
mes out like a piintin' press, only dilTerisea printin' press knows how t' spell an'
iter don't, which Is strait goods. I tried
luv letter t' Liz wot her mutlier wouldn't
of, an' de tiperiter t'run me down. I

I' buttons t' say d at I wuz goin' t' give
ly sassiety wlmmen d' sliake an' be troo
n' de mhsheen wrut: ^
h j i / j r\ /i r> o
B> 11^ nevar uu ^ l agueur
, Liz wud 'a t'ougbt I wuz a bookeeper
sent dat, so I gave de masheen t' d'

ete for desert w'en e got fe'elln' better,
I tuk a sti-ole up Fift' ave. Dere wuz a

vly sassiety wlmmen in carridges wot
me t' get in wid deni an' take a ride, but
eritehers, I sez, I don't go back on Liz

le run d' hat pin on account uv der IIoss
n' sez, let me make you a swell coat se/zee,
ess it'll be a cold day on de fifty-nint o'

0= D|4 6 \

i i \i y
Tin for Cliauncey.
[Chicago Times-Herald.]

If Chauncey Depew, who now manages the

Peekskiil Opera House, ever decides to pht on a

minstrel performance, we advise him to bear in

mind Pastor Stutzke as the "end" man.

rnmuK'vt'uniplNli,
[Detroit News.]

Of course, Mr. Cleveland will not interfere 1ft

the Cuban matter. To do so would be disgracefullyunmugwumpigh.
It He Finds It Out.

fDetroit Tribune.]
If Spain attacks Uncle Sam and he ever finds

it out. she'll be sorry.

Just a Moment
with the Ghappies.

Curiosity Is one of the vices of the people
who attend the opera. And this applies
equally to the lurn-tum toppy set that grace
the holy horseshoe of parterre boxes with

^ tra stalls of the

ffrer
Metropo,itan Opera

J| for Instance, when

Whitney entered her

$r^W- box' tliere was not a

^ iorgn^Oe in the enMR
upon the handsome

' .=. bride of the ex
Allthelorgnettes Secretary of the

were turned on S'avy.
Mrs. Whitney. From Mrs. Whitney'sbox the effect was In one sense supremelyridiculous. It seemed as though

every person in that great auditorium had
suddenly produced a double-barrelled shotgun,loaded it with criticism and aimed it
at Mrs. Whitney and beautiful Mrs. Jack
Gardner, wko_ was with her.
When I use the adjective "beautiful," as

applied to Mrs. .Tack, I speak from a purelyRostonese standpoint.
The ordeal was a trying one, but with

the aid of her fan of ostrich plumes Mr.
Whitney's bride passed through it triumphantly.
As for the Bostonly beautiful Mrs. Jack

Gardner, she never turned a hair.

Society had been waiting so long for Mrs.
Whitney's appearance that anticipation
had become just a trifle rank.

It had expected her at the Horse Show,
but family affliction kept her away.

It had been certain she would make her
debut oil the first night of the opera, but
for reasons of her own she disappointed
the majority again.
After that the gossips watched for her

with eagerness every night until she finally
put in an appearance.
"How do you think Mrs. Whitney looks?"

asked one matron of another, after both
had spent several minutes staring through
their opera glasses.
"Oh, she looks very prosperous," was the.

answer, with a curl of the lip and a tip of
the nose.
Some women couldn't help being catty

to save their lives.

There wasn't a single chappie in all
that opera house who didn't think that
"Bill" Whitney's wife wns a deucedly
handsome woman, and that he was a

mlghtly lucky man to win her.
And surely no woman at the opera ever

had a more enthusiastic reception by the
( nappies, irrespective ui age, i-uiui m t>n_viouscondition of servitude.
They simply overran lier box, and her

pretty right arm must have been awfully
tired with all the handshaking she did.
In buying the splendid Stuart mansion

at Fifth avenue and Sixty-eighth street,
Mr. Whitney lias secured only a fitting
home for the magnificent mistress of ills '

household.
You can't make a society success out of

-a^-so.w's ear, and there is no use trying.
t?nV n tinner 'time F liTive~"thPtfttl u lot of
twaddle abbot the
Pour Hundred be- .^
lug as much inter- 1

ested in the cow

and the- sow as it |MMl||WlfaMIII'1
is in the horse, ..-7.andthat it would II '

take t.o the cattle Jj£^SeL
Show just, as it Kjlltook to tlie horse 5^ ^ *

Toinmyrot! J' Y^^fi
The Pour Hun- a SftA 1 ^t||

dred has no interestin any sort of .
animal, except Jif
the human anl- »

mal of its own ^
class. It makes
annual use of the \

. horse show as a )eJ- ~'

pretext for exhib- <E-.

iting itself, and Xo Enthusiasm Lc1^
tlior,, itu intcoot /] j'.,.. ll. n*itir
^ 1UbViCOI> \JTVr JUT IHU \S*AVVW

In quadrupedsends.
I dropped into the Madison Square Gardenyesterday afternoon, anil such sorrowfulmooing and disgruntled grunting I

haven't heard since the "gentlemen" protestedagainst the "dealers" at the Horse~
Show. Every -animal there seemed to be

putting up a kick against the neglect of the
chappies and the chappisettes.
The barnyard and the pigsty are not In it

as soclifl diversions, although I must admit
that some of the more pronounced features
of the exhibition are astonishing, 'if uot

entertaining.
CHOLLY KNICKERBOCKER.

The Jesters' Chorus.
Agnes.He has the softest brown eyes!
May.And did you ever see prettier teeth?
Agnes.And hair like silk! /
May.And he is always as neat as a pin.
Agnes.I believe he is half human.

May.Half human? Why. he is the tenderest-
nearreu mail i ever inei.

Agnes.Whom h&ve you been talking about?

May.Mr. Nlcefellow; (lldn't you mean him?
Agnes.Why, gracious, no. I was talking about

my dear little collie..Washington Times.

With tears in his deep brown eyes he pleaded
earnestly for a little more time.
But the flinty-hearted landlord remained unmoved.
Consequently, the tenant didn't remain In that

condition..Cincinnati Enquirer.

The virile civilization of the West had now at-

tallied to its noontide glare.
"No, Algeron," she was saying, "it is impossible.I'apa says he is very poor, and I have alreadyhad two weddings this Winter. Farewell,

Algeron."
Presently she was alone with her thoughts and

the other costly bric-a-brac of her luxurious
home..Detroit Tribune.

Kind Old Gentleman (to small boy crying on

the step).What is the matter, little boy?
Small I?oy.I.p.pa.pa Is putting down a

c.c.arpet.
"And does that unpleasant task of your

father's make you so sorry, then?"
"N.n.no; p.pa.pa hit his thumb!"
"Ah! Sympathy for your father's pain. Is

that what makes you weep?"
"X.no! I 1.1.laughed:".Pearson's Weekly.

"Have we had a protest from any one recently?"asked the Sultan, as he lit a fresh cigarette.
. --...ii..,, »>,. vizier.

"."no, j.oiu jiujcoi,*, icijiicu iw

"No nation has deigned to cry out against the

continuance of the Ottoman Empire?" said ths

Sultan, scowling.
"None, Your Highness."
"Then have some more Armenians killed at

once. I will not be neglected In this shameful

^manner.".Pearson's Weekly.


